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ONLY Mrs. Thomas Bain had been
gontent to compare Mr. Thomas Baln
Wwith men about him, he, for counter-
arguments, would not have been put at
8 serious disadvantage, Out of her am-
munition locker he might have borrowed
shells to fire in his own defenme, Did
she, for Instance, cite polished beauty
of Mr. Bo-and-80's drawing-room be-
Bavlor, spenking with that subtle in-
flectlon which as good ns said that his
@wn soclety manners left much to be
dagired, Mr. Bain's rebuttal would have
been prompt and ready. He would have
gpoken right up to point out the fact
that So-and-No notoriously neglected

ally he failed to pay his just debts. Mr.
Bain was no scandal-monger, under-
stand. Still a man must fight back
with such weapons as he may commnnd,

But Mrs. Bain's method of attack
was entirely too subtle for him; it left
Bm practically weaponless. Out in the
world he amply was competent to fend
for himself. Beneath the domestic roof-
tree, where his wife sat in judgment on
Bbim, his ways, his small shortcomings
or his larger faults, he completely was
@t a loss for proper rebuttal. It gave
film such a helpless feeling. It woull
bave given any normal man a helpless
fealing. And Mr. Bain was in all
essential regards a normal man—a good
@itizen, a good provider and, as hus-
bands go, an average fair husband,

1 would do Mrs. Bnin no injustice.
Bhe was a normal woman, too. DBut it
is only naturnl that when destiny has
fashioned an advantage to fit our hands

bereft, as the snying is, by the hand of
denth. And Honolulu is a long distance
from Brockway, Mass,, where Tom
Bain's people, u stay-nt-home stock,
| had lived these five gencrations past.

| Mo, on those frequently recurring
occaslons when Mrs, Bain, with a sad-
dened, almost a wistful, nir was moved
to remind herself of her first husband’s
marvelous qualities—temperament, din-
position, tact, nmiabtlity, or what not—
there was for her second husband noth-
ing to do exvept to suffer on in an
!Im;mwm silenve. It Is not well that
{any one on this earth—and more
{especially n husband—should be re

_ Ma family, or that he drank entirely too | quired to suffer discomforts in silence.
« uch for his own good, or that habitu- | Suffering calls for vocal expression.

| Otherwise, ns human beings go, Mr.
and Mrs, Dain were well suited, one
| for the other. ¢+ was that, dead first
| husband of hers who, invoked by ber,
! kept rising up to mar the reasvnable
liappiness whish might bave been theirs.
The thing was getting on hls nerves,
Indeed, ut the titme this briefened nar-

Lis nerves, He bLud come to the point
| where frequently he wished there had
never been such a tilog as a first hus-
band,

HERE were even times when he al-

most permitted himself the wish that
there never had been such things as
second husbands, either.

With the acute vividness of a war-
scarred veteran remembering the first
time he was shot, he could reconstruct
the occasion when Mrs. Dnin's former
husband first came into his life, They

Is there any one in this
country wha does not know the
name of Irvin Cabb? Or
what that name stands for in
American lteruture!

He has been and done many
things; newspaperman, toar
correspondent, author, play-
{soright, ete—there isn't apace
enough to chronicie all the

round he has covered, hut
rom the time he first began
swriting he has been claimed by
his fellow-countrymen in a way
that seems ta smake him helang
to hia admirers individually,
It hag been said of him by his
friend, Robert H. Daris: *‘In
Cobb we find Mark Tuain,
Bret Harte and Edgar Allun
Poe at their Seat,” but to uas
who read him he 4 just kim.
self, Irvin N, Cobb, the nuxt
Er.-pufar humurist in the United

tatea.

1
Her dvantage
Her criticlsms

we should employ 1,
WBS 4 very great one.

* ‘eaf Mr. Baln took the form of meusir- |

fng him off ngainst the conceived pice-
ture of her first hiushand,

And her first husband was dead. Now,
in common decency, an honorable man—
and Mr. Bain was an honorable man—
mey not speak ill of the dead. Whnt is
more, hnd Le, under stress of provocs -
tion, been minded to retort thut aftey all

., Bain's first husbamd wus not
exactly perfection either, he could have
uced no proof to support the asser-
For Le lind never seen mw prede-
eessor. He knew nobody who had
known the decensed. _
Bain had been for three years n widow
when first Lie set eves on her, She had
Iately returned then from Honolulu; it
was in Hopolulu thut ehe bhad been

The prosent Mrs, |

| had been married just two months then.
| The honeymoon was in Its last quarter,

If the couple werg ever to go along to-
gether in harmony the time bad now
come when mutual understanding must
|sur-cm»d the period of adjustment and
balnf®e, She had the benefit of ex-
| perience on her side; for she had been
| through the procesg once before. Tom
Bain might be a green hand at this bus-
| iness of being married, but, sub-
{ consciously, he was beginning to ad-
| just hiimself in his ordained and proper
| place in the matrimonial scheme as it
| related to him and this very charming
| ludy. In other wolds, he had reached
| the place where he was slipping out of
| ths bridegroom pose into the less studied
[ and more matter-of-fact status of n
busband, He was ready to quit acting
'a part and e bis own self again, always
| though with regard for the lmitations
|nnd restrictions imposed by the new
estate upon which he had entered.
Tlie campaign aguinst him—we may
| as well call it a campaign—opened on
the evening following thelr return from
| the trip to White SBulpbur, That first
dny nt his desk had been a hard one;
| 8o much which seemed to require his
| personul attention had aceumulated
| while he was away, He left the office
prerty well tired out. Un his way home
| he bullt up a pleasant =ision of a nice
| qulet little dinner and then n peaceful
| hour or so in the living room in slippers
jand an old mmoking jucket,

Mrs, Baln met him at the door with a
| grecting that put him in thorough goud
"Lumor. This, he decided, was the best

of all possible worlds to live in, and his
| umloubtedly was the best of all pos-
¢ible ways of living,

“Tou're late, dearest,”’ she said,
“You've just time to run upstairs ond
slip on vour evening clothes, 1've laid
them out for you." .

“Why, there's nobody coming in for
dinner, is there?' he asked.

Slie drew away from him siighﬂ;.

|

rative begins, it siready had got upon |

| Probably it was in that very moment

Ihushaml was persistently dogging Mre.

| one, perbaps, in all that assemblage

e stared at her, punsled.

“"Arthur?'’ he echoed, ‘‘who's Ar-
thur?*’

*My first husband,’’ she explained.
"'Arthur looked so well in his evening
clothes.'’

*Oh," he sald, like that. That was

all he said for a minute or so. He was
thinking.
She was thinking, too. Practically

all women are popularly supposed to
have intuition, and certuinly this par-
ticular woman hnd her share of It,

of reflection that the lady decided on a
future plan of action.

T ANY rate, this was the beginning,

Eventunlly, Mr, Baln awoke to a
realization that he was.the victim of a
gentle tymnny-—that he had fallen cap-
tive to a combination enemy made up
of an affectionate, if somewhat master-
ful, lady and the memory of a dead-
and-gone personality. Mrs. Bain's first

Bain's second husband. Daily, after
one fashion or another, the latter was
reminded of the late Arthur. Arthur,
it seemed, bad never lost his temper.
What made the comparison hurt the
more was the indubitable fact that Mr,
Bain occasionally did lose his. Arthur
had never ralsed his voice above the
low-pitched key of innate refinement—
no matter how frritated he might be,
Arthur had been so tidy; never left his
clothes Iying about whers he dropped
them., Arthur had not given her a

cross word in all the seven years of their
life together, Arthur ln{mrlnbly h:d

B——
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wag Arthur this and it was Arthur that,
BShe renlized her power and she used it.
Mrs, Bain's first husband wus ever, w0
to speak, at the elbow of Mrs, Bain's
second husband, by pm!r chiding him,
admonishing him, correcting him, scold

FThe Second Coming of Mrs. Bai
By Irvin S. Cobb

. |
| e of the Series of Evening Public Ledger Original Short Stories
on Married Life by the Best American Fiction W'riters

And for il that he nntunn‘) was &
sunny-tempered and companionable per-
eon, Mre. Bain's second husband was,
at the end of the first year of his mar-
ried life, in a falr way to become a
most unhappy person. elr matrimao-

“You are astonished?
to introduce myself.

U b
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Permit me
I am Mrs.
Bain's first husband”

toward a thundering Niagara, and she
didn’t renlize it. and he, thomghl
under the dominion of forces with whic
he found himself romehow powerless to
cope, only dimly and dully appreciated
the peril. He wanted, above things,

been so considerate of her feelings. It|ing him, even. ninl craft was sliding down the rapids ! to have and to bold his wife until death
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CHERRY MOHUN, daughter of a money
mi king father and noclally aepiring 1eother,
iv a tupicnl girl of the —a flappcr in
moods but alse on athletie girl, not alto-
f'"’" spolled by wealth and adulation, Dr,
lavid Sangree, a young Am an ethnolos
vist, who v vastly surprised at the changes
v the country on his return m a Icnlz
acientifie  expedition, meets * throug
; Lycett, an_ _elderly ghilonopher,
Cherry ix bored by the savant, and in
startled at her and aet, Che is
hiclning her mother entertgin a lot of celed-
ritics, where Bangree ¢2 a blg impres-
slun,

——

Gilpin's Ride
D.&\'ID SANGREE talked with her

for n whileand then was passed on to
Miss Lydla Brampton, saccording to the
prearrangement, Lydia belonged to the
vast army of masterless women. Dure
ing the war she had worn her Emer-
geney Aid uniform so constantly that
there were those who averred she slept
in it at night, DBut now, her occu-
pation gone, she was devoting ber ac-
tivitiea to the cultivation of all that
she hud missed in art, sclence and lit-
erature. To that end the visit of David
Sangres was most opportune and she
lost no time in acquainting herself with
his experiences in the Near East, No

couyld have drawn bim out as Lydia
Brampton did, for she was known
as the human question-mark when not
indulging in the perpendicular pro-
noun. But she submerged herself in
the interest of his narrative and, In
the general conversation that followed,
David Sangree found himself, quite un-
intentionally, the ecenter of a group
which listened as he talked. 1t was a

Ny, there's no one cowing,'' she
said. “*What difference does thut
make®'"

““Well,'" he sald, “'I'm rather fugged

ot and I sort of thought thar, seeing | lence and famine, of battle, murder and
there'd be only the two of us, 1'd ceme | gy jden death, and, the crust of Lis

tgylt | FEServe broken, Sangreo warmed to his

ust as I am."”

to the table
' whe sald,

“Very well, dear,’
vourself."”

But he took nota that she had shorts ! to save a Christian people from ex-

ened the superlative  “dearest’ g
“dear.’  Also she slipped Lerself out
of the eirciet of Lid enclreling arm,
Suddenly there was 1
| hpe trace—of an sutuianul chill in the
| air.
| *S|nit yourself,'" she repented,

Rur, as a nowly marriel man,
| eould he suit Limself?

vollap  that pineled  his throat, the
pinehy patent leathers, anid wll the rest
of the funernl regatin in which eivilized
man encases Lbnself on oany supposedly
festul occasion.  She gave him an ap-
woving loole when, ten minutes later,
Lv presented himselt before her,

SPom,'’ she sall us they sat down,
S tldnk von always should deess for
dinner.  Arthur always sald that u
| gentleman ehould dress for dinner.'’

A Guwan to Bed Story : —#»4.r MeEvoy

\ZWCE upon a time, denr children,
there wns a big street cnr fint-
wheellng it down the strest, BLUMDP,
BLUMP, BLUMDP, and nlongside of it
@eooted an automobile, BLIPPETY,
PPERTY, BLIPPETY. And ns
bumped and blippetied they talked,
W’l‘lntﬂlsn making sueh 0 racket
t?'* snid the nuto. *‘Sounds terri-

e, You don't sen we running when

*ve got a flat tire "'
$ "Il‘l‘mva to run,' replied the street
ear, proudly, *'If T didn't how would

le get down town?"'
“"Pﬂuppoﬂﬂ they didu't get down town,
qh

what?
‘W.l‘ny-\.\ hy, they huve to get down

g1
“Why, they just haveta, that's all."'

LL,'" saild the automobile sar-

ranuto, “heenuse I think, and you don't,

You lhinve u ope-trnck mind,  Iur me,
|1 am free, 1 go everywhere and I ohe-
| serva und reflect And, hesldes, my
 brain isn't muddled listening to all the
{ dumb conversation you get all doy long,
| day after day.'"

| PDEOPLE who ride in nutomobiles

talk just as dumb as pecple who
rlde in street cars."’

“Yed, but there {sn't so manv of
them. Think of all the dumb dislogue
you drag up and down the strests all
dny, Al the filat heads standing on
thelr flnt arches, making flat conversn-
tlons, No won'ler you have nt wheels,
Thera's only one live thing nhout you.
That's your eurrent, Fvervthing else in
dend.  Even yone matorman and rcone
ductor, they stapped lving long ago.
T'hey holler 'C'mon, ‘step lively' and
‘plentaroam up front,' und ring bells

. cantically, “'that's 8 good u rea- |and muke change ns mechanleolly ana
as they can think u But if | Ant as l:rmr'l.ium, What flattened them
stay In rn just | out? Conversation, ‘And I says and

uch (dif-
ke dlown
stayed home or not e ones you

e down In the morning go to mnke a
[ of things nobmly needs,  And the
you take down in the afternoon go

to buy them with the money the

It wouldn't g™

beihg back that night. It's all very
useless.”’

rhat's what you think," said the

g g

st 1 think," peplied

who went down in the morning

bho eays and then I says nnd then he
ways, I'll say you salil tt, I'll sav 1 did,
mu sure did." Well, I'm glad T don't

ve to earry themn around,' sald the
automnbile, and off he went Llippely
blippety down a  berutiful houlevard
through the park, while the noor old
street cor weut blump, blump, blump
on its way to work down town,

There's an awfully sweet moral In this
.tﬂl'{l

]
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|
how | @ deep note of sincerity whtnh_ seemed
e cind himself | to Lold his listeners without difficulty,
"in the starchy shirt, the high tight | yeeording to the stundards that Cherry

suggestion—a | 18 lls

| conversation with Mr, Lycett to listen

gordid tule, uncolored, of plague, pestl-

hobby which was that of attempting

termnination. If he talked, as Cherry
Mohun had said, *‘like a book,' and
manner had' none of the flam-
boyant self-confidence to which she was
accustumed, there was in bis even tones

had set, this ethnologlst person com-
pured unfavorably with almost every
young man of her aecquaintance, and
yot she found herself pausing in her

to the dry inslstence of his voics,
which, though unpleasant to the ear,
carried with it a kind of mild au-
thority which compelled her in spite
of Lerself, Bhe had made up bher miad
to snub him, but he hadn't given her
the chance.

It was seldom that Jim Mohum had
found time to make an appearunce at
any of his wife's ™at homes,'' espe-
cially since she had chosen to dedicate
her Bunday afternoons to the patronuge
of the Arts, and he entered Lis uwn
drawing room upon these occasiony with |
an alr of furtiveness und unease, Hut |
today, spying Georgo Lycett, he crosse] |
to him at once, gave him a hearty hand-
clasp and in the redistribution of
groups which followed jolned the new- |

est visltor and made him welcouw, |

“Ah, Bangree,'' he sald with a smile, |
"o 'Igd you've looked us up. I've
wanted very much to bave you mm,-;J
the family,”

*““Thanks,’’ sald Bangree,
been very pleasant,'

1 don't get time to go In muck for
these highbrow®nfinirs.'" he wlispered,
“Rather dull, between you and me—if
you're bored, suppose we go out on
the terrunce, I'd like you to wee .the
place, too.'" He caught the younger
man by the arm and led the way toward
the nearést French window, by which
Cherry Mohun pow sat with tl,u_- burl=-
tone who was |:rmnlul.r|5 lier thut his
next song would be addressed tu her
violet-blue eyes,

“Oh, Cherry,"" broke In her father
as he espled her, “you've et D,
Sungree, storkholder In same of my
companies. My duughter, doctor, 1
want you i{n be good Iriends. Won't

"It has

dear children, but
soum to be'abie o hnd T e
gwan o :

you tnke Mungree out and show him

im place, Cherry? That Is if Signors-

.

“Excuse me, Dr. Sangree,"" she sald with a laugh, *‘but you don’ seem
of the stuff that 'aces’ are made of”

“‘Martelll,’” said the Itallan, bowing
stifly,

“1f Signor Martelll will permit—""

It was awkwardly done at best and
to Cherry seemed too pointed to be
quite ngreeable. That was the trouble
with dad, be always had to be offering
people on the altar of business ex-
pediency. What affair was it of bers
if goggle-eyes was mixed in some of her
father's business ventures? And yet
sl was not too dull to be aware of her
father's insistence. Bo she preceded
them to the terrace, acquiescent but
bored and-n little angry at having let
herself in for such an unpleasant after-
noon. It wase almost enough to have
been cheated out of her flight in the

alrplane with Dicky without baving this |

dry-as-dust philcsopher thrust down
her throat. Now, probably, she would
miss her ride on *'Bramble’ into the
bargain. But she felt Intuitively that,
no matter how boring, she must do as

her father wished at lenst this once, for
he did look tired and worried. It seem
g0 strange that neither her mother nor
lier brother Bob had noticed it. -
m

Outslde, upon the terrace,

Mohun pointed out the beauties of the .

L'ln"ﬂ. indicated with a wave of the
and the sunken garden now ablaze
with his prize dahlins and chrysan-
themums, the wide lawn now stecped
In shadows with the view of the sound
through the bordering forests.

“Old place I picked up—only the
bufldings and gardens are mew. You
cr;nl't , grow woods like those over-
night,

“Handsome," muttered Sangree, hia
goxe on Cherry,

“Hard job during the war to keep
enough people on the place to look after
things, but we've munaged somehow.
These are the stobles nver there—the
garage beyond, Are you interested in
horses? We lave a few ones,
Cherry—my (Inuqlnrr—rldu to the
hounds—rides straight too, they tell ma.
Fh, my denr?' He patted ber broad-
¢loth shoulider affectionately, ‘‘Bup)
ou take Dr. Bungree out and show
im around.

Having thus carefully destroyed his
daughter's hopes of retrieving her lost
afternoon, her futlier left- her with the
unwelcome guest on the terrace and on
the plen of letters to write went up-
stairs to his own roowm,

Cherry stood in n moment of doubt
beside the unfamilinr tweed-elad
gure,

“I'm nfrald.”” sha heard him ey,

*that 1'm toking you away from your|

friends,"

’5-':'3{.‘. they're not my friends.'' she
snid with a shrug, *'Come on, If you
like,"" and moved down the atepa of the

e Iy s i L

trs)
0,

brecclies seeming very etralght and
rather seornful.  Agoinst  bis  will
Bangree followed her, obeying the in-
junetion of his host.

He wzs very uncomfortable, for be
was sure that she did mot mean to be
polite. On each occaslon when they
had met she hand given evidence of
strong distaste for his saclety, In no
ease more markéd than at the present.
He wasn't rure that he did not share
her feelings, and yet the enigma she
presented still fnterested him, It was
difficult to believe that any young fe-
male person with so flowerlike a face
could be so lost to all sense of conven-
tional morality as had been Indicated to
him. He joined her in & moment,

“You ride?" ghe msked indifferently.

"Oh, yes. I bhad to—n good denl—
in tLe East,

E G srom e
id—unless you n
eountry, That's w’fa fml,l:ut‘lt!: r:;:
‘in it with fiying.,"” And then, ns
thongh antlcipating the disappointment
in his reply, ‘'Have you ever flown?'*

“Yes. We had four planes.'

"Oh, it's gorgeous, len't it}

1Oh, yes, but it's very alarming,'
n-d*’]'l'“mm“ You mean you're frllgt-

“‘Yes, alwnys, Of course when it's
necesiary one does such things. Rut
I can't nee the lll&hlllt need of risking
one's life when there's mothing to be
guined h’ it,"”

“Oh!" she sald with a shrug, as
she compnred him with the magnificent
Dicky, "‘Of course if you're fright-
ened——"'
, 'I've never gone up without thinking
I'd come down in a mess, and it went
al'?lnut the grain when you sent the
cther fellow down that way. It was
hean‘t]y." .

*You mean, you fought—that way1'"'

“Yes. We had a ;:ruatuy squudron
agninst the Turks, They bothered us
lilhRI‘NEE deal, But we managed to stop

2in.

She turned a glance of curfosity vary.
ing between dublety and respect, ’

“Tell me more, please,’

*No. I'd rather not," he finished
quietly. *'I've never found much
ure in killing or in telling of it.’

Bhe gnzed nt him, yound-eyed with
amagement, The dry, matter-of-fact
tones of his voice taxed her eredulity,
They differed so greatly from those of
Dicky Wilberforce, whose casunl pefers
ences to death and destruction filled
her with an oblding admiration,  Anl
her loyalty to Dicky challenged the rot-
leence of her prosent companion, whose
n:nlu-nrum-c- comported 2o Hithe withy his
hult-mentioned deeds of adventure, He
was #o little herole, Her Argus glances

saw only the g . Ft shoulders,
0 user
K l&'h

. e .

"
shamblln
o be. bez

pleas- | ¢y

Fd
She wasn't quite certain that she be-
lleved him. A hero who was frightened !

““Excuse me, Dr, Bangree,’’ sho said
with a laugh, '‘but you don't seem of
the stuff that 'aces’ are made of,"

“I'm not,”” he sald with some dig-
nity. “I wasn’t an ace. or anything
ltke it. You asked me if I'd flown. I
merely answered your question.”

His alr of pique amused her. Per-
haps after all her afternoon was mot
to be wasted. He was so stodgy and
sell-satisfled, and his dignity affronted
her. Bhe would have liked to stick a

pin In him to see if he would really
bleed.

“You're full of surprises, Dr. Ban-
gree,’’ she went on. "I didn't know
ethnologists ever did anything so ex-
citing,””

He smiled and stared straight before
him through his goggles. ‘‘The war
has done some astonlshing things to us
all,”” he said.

Bhe caught the significant note In
his words, and imagined, if she did not
feel, the reproach.

“Exactly what do you mean?’ she
asked, turning quickly. ,

““Just what I say. We've all done
things we didn't think we could do.
And the world is hardly the same piace
that it was six years ago."

“H—m,"" she muttered, {rentcally,
“‘the world doesn’t please you now, Dr.
Sangree?'

*I don't see what difference it can
make whether it pleases me or not."

‘‘Ob, 1 know. Mr, Lycett told me,"
she said-with warmth, "you belong to
the crowd who think that the United

States 1s Foin: to the devil," »

**No. The devil has saved some waste
motlon by coming to
States,'” he snld with a dry laugh,

“In exactly what don't we pleane
you?'' she mocked. *‘You see, there are
so many of us, and so few of you,"

She might bave been wore iinpressive
if she had been more polite. As it
was she seemed like a spoiled child,

“'"Perhaps wa bad better change the
subjecte——""

*1 don't want to change the sub-
Ject,”” sle mnid quirklﬁ. “It's wvery
‘amusing. You don't like the manners
of the dony. Why not, Dr. SBangree?
Won't you answer me?'’

As he was silent she went op In n
hnlf-bantering tone, ‘‘You like the nge
of ruffies and lavender, don't you--
when women falnted ut the right of
blood or went into hysterfes when they
couldn’'t have thelr own way? ILots
of women like that would have
done in this war!" she finished con-
e hngres wmiled faint

angree sm ‘alntly, er petu-
lance was rether surprising. Bye po

*‘Let me remind you," he said eoolly,
“‘that my own point of view need not
concern you in the least.**

‘‘It does. I'm one of the good little
people that the devil haw come to, I
smoke, Dr. Bangree: 1 drink; I play
bridge for money; I spend my time
where I please, i even drive fute at
night with reckless young men who
smash mackines againet fencos and Lave
to ba towed g:l in diegrace, by par.
fectly respecta le ethnologlsta who Jook
with plty on the error of my ways——"

He stopped abruptly and stared at her
in dismay at her impudence,

*“Miss Mohun, I beg of you—-"'

'*"No, you see, I owe .you that," she
said, nhrug ing lightly.  “Of course,
ou can think what you plense—thyg
‘m goy, loose, unprlnt'lplm]—-—-"

““Mirs Mohun!"'

“I mny be nll of those things, Per.
hape T w,  But what I may fs—what
tlmnnlevil are you going to do about

, MGood God!' he stammere),
aind befuddled. “What can | ! B

The words eame from him with art.
less spontuncity and his round eyex
through the goggles seemnd twice thojr
slze, There was no doubt now of (he
genuineness of his Interest or the jy.
genuousnesy of his polnt of view. Jfe
belleved her all that she b sai) sl
wiw,  Cherry Mohun threw  buck  hep

head and laughed woftly, Ehe couldn't
abe had been
sntertained. gty

remember when

o

the United ||

First Husband'

did them part. DBut always there was
Arthur tagging along, making a crowd
of three of what otherwise might have
been a congenia} company of two.

But, as some one has most aptly said,
it's always flarkest just before the dawn.
In this Instance, though, deliverance
came to the oppressed, mot with the
graduntions of the spreading dawn, but
rather with the solld emphasis of a bolt
from ;the blue. There had been an
evening of bridge with the Tatunis, and
Bain, who played well, had for a part-
ner Mrs, Tatum, who didn’'t. It w»
barely possible that he had betrgyed
a paming emotion of testiness once or
twice. At midnight, as they were en-
tering their house, Mrs. Bain renewed
her remarks on a matter to which ref-
erence already had twice been made on
the way home in the cab.

“‘My dear,'' she was saying, ‘'l really
must repeat again tbat, to my way of
thinking, no amount of exaeperation
could have justified you in showing your
feelings as you did show them at loant
twice at that card table. Now, Arthur
would never—''

At this instant Mr, Bain's finger
found the push button just inside the
jamb of the lving room door and the
lights flashed on. What next ensued—
the vocal part of it, I mean—might have
suggested to an paveydropper had there
been one that the vowel sounds In thelr
proper order were belng repeated by
two persons laboring under strong ex-
cltement.

“EhY' That was his astounded
ejaculation.
“Re.ese-e!"” A shrill outery, part

scream, part squeal, from her. .
#]e=]='"" Mr. Bain again,
“Oh!'* Mrs, Bain's turn.
“'Toul"* Her startled gasp of receg-

nition. '

““Yeu, Evelyn, that's whe it fs."

This, in matter-of-fact tones, was a

third volce speaking,

FTER this for a moment the mpell
of a terrific faction beld both Mr,
und Mrs, Bain silent,

Standing in the middle of the floor
facing them was a shadow. I use the
word advisedly, With equal propriety
I might write down ‘‘apparition’’ or
“wraith'" or ‘‘shape’ or ‘‘spirit" to
describe that which confronted them.
I prefer “‘shadow.’’

It bad the outline, somewhat wavery
and uncertain, of & man, It had the
volce of a man—a volce calm, assured,
almost casual. It had the garb of a
man, or at least it had the nebulous
faint suggestion of garbing. But it had
no substgnce to it, none whatsoever.
It had mo definable color, either, It
had rather the aspeet of a figure of 4
rr:nn done in lines of very thin smoke.
You could look right through it and dis-
:]in;ulsh. as :hmuzh a patch of huze,

ie pattern of the wall paper peht R
And now, gs it apoke a:ul]::r you :t:]ullt%.
in sowe Indefinnble sort of way, see 1ts
voice starting from down in Itw echest
and traveling on up and up and so out
of its lips, It was no more than a
piteh of fog, modeled by some unenrthly
magie into mlporoun semblance of a
human form. It was inconceivable, im-
rnulble. an Incredible figment of the
magination, and yet there jt was.

Its_second speech was addressed to
Ir. Bain, who kad frozmen where he
was, his finger still touching the push-
button, his eyes enlarged to twice their
si:ﬁ‘gmd his lnwei- aw sngged,

ou are astonished? P
Infroduce myself, 1 am A:Htuui:—m:\o!r!lu
Lain's 4rsf busbaud, I am glad tu

tru;lt rﬂ;."

r. in, under this shoeck,

himself. The shackles of twelvae:::;u‘;

of ‘l;mttled-up Festraint fell from him,

, Are you?' he answored, “Well

l:ﬂ damned if I'm glad to meet you ol
I understand.” The volce was

gentle, almost compnssionate, “You

will lnd later on, 1 think—ver

glad, Bhall we sit down, all of ua'r":

The Thing took a chair, And the back

of the chair cloudily revenled ftself an
u sub-motif for the balf-wnterialized
torso of Its occupant. Mechanically
moving jerklly, Mr, Bain followed gult s
he likewlse took a chair, Mrs, Bain
uttering  cloked, whimpering  sounds
down in her throat, alrendy lug fullen
upon n couch and huddled there, It
wos just am well the couch hag been
hundily neurby, for her legs would no
Ionﬁcr .;mtw:: l;;lr.d

er first husband—we ma
call him that—turned to ln.-l-.I -

"*Control *yourself, Evelyn,” he bade

iere.  *“Therel is no oceasion for any
excitement,  Hesidew, those ecurlous
:J;I::m;-.nwhhihh“u 'ulia now emittin,

0, e, aven't lon
1 !lu’we ?mchdmhru"" § to stay an

e cleare R throat—the process
might Ye followed with the eys Es well
ny hly ear—and proceeded ;

*'I have been endeavoring for months
ust to bring about this mecting, In
net, ever sloce shortly atter youp mec-

ond marriage to this gentlemun, 1 have
striven to return to earth tor the one
purpose which brings mo tonlght. But
1 was didieult—very dificult,’” He
sighed a visible sigh. **Jt 15 not per-
mitted that I should explain the nature
of the obstacles, T mercly stata that
they were very grent, As you will no.
tice, I am aot nble even yut to attnin
the seeming w.Bditv—welght and spe-
cific density—which 1 oraved to take
on, Eo 1 just came along in the some-
what sketchy and Incomplete gulse in

which you now see me,

oA ¥

"My reason for coming Is simple, /
desire to sen “stice done, Wherg 1
wns I conlld ot rest In peace knuwing
that yua, Evelyn, were iying so out.
rageously and, what was worse, making
me an unwittine accomplics, an it were,
to your Iying vampaign,

“Eveiyn, you have been a foatleh,
wicked womdn, You have doue this
gentleman here''—Including Mr, Batn,
with & wave of a spectral afiu—tsy
cruel wrong. But what, from my poins
of view Is even worse, you have Gons
me & grave yrong as well, I may be
only a memory—1 may say that thai,
precisely, Is what I am—but even 4
memory has its feelings, Its senss of rs
sponnibility, its obligations to Itself,

"“Very well, having made that point
clear, I rhall proceed: Rir, for nearly
a year pust you have been Intimidated
by the constantiy presented imnge of »
fabulous creature. Your peace of mingd
has been sexfounly affected,
your eyes X nave been held up as a par.
agon—J, And 1 resent the slander on
my nedlie. It has been an Inmult whieh
no self-respecting memory should be
criipelled to stand. Rir, 1 wish you o
know the truth: I was not a paragon,
and I thank God for it. T wus not the
perfoct ht sband this woman would have
you belleve. I was fussy, faulty,
crotchety—and I am proud of f¢1"

'Ob, Arthurll Mrs. Baln, under
attack, was revivi.g, was rallying ¢o
her own defensa a1 powers of cohereny
speech returned te¢ her,

“Don't ‘Ob, Arthur' me," bhe
smapped, ‘‘but listun; and you, too, sir,
it you will be 00 good. We yuarreled
frequently in thoss years of our married
life, - Lo complained of my brusgue
ways, of my fta of \*sitability, of my
refusal to lke many o. the peopls that
sbe persisted in liking, of my tastes and
my habits and inclins.ions. Bhe didn'y
care for some of my friends; I didn't
care for some of hers. I objected to
any nufber of things about her—and
rarely refrained from saying su. Rhe
has told you that between us there was
never a crose word., Bah! There wery
tens of thousand of cross words. When -
we got o sach other's nerves, which
was often, nelther of us hesitated to let
it be knbwn, When we disagreed over
something—or anything—we argued it
out. We loved each other, but merely
loving did not make either of us angelie,
We_quarreled and made up and quare
reled some more. We fell out and we
fell back together again. ‘There were
times when we were like a palr of coo.
ing dovs lng again there were times
when the proverblal monkey and parrot
bad little If anything on us, Tn short,
and in fine, sir, we behaved just as the
average réasonably well-mated married
couples do behave.” And for my own
sake, and Incidentally for yours, sir, |
would wot bave you bellave differently,

“That, I believe, is pratically ull
I had to may to you. Having sald t, I
wish to add a final word to our wife,
here. Evelyn, speaking with such au-

thority as {s befitting a firut Lusband,
I wish to state that, ‘so far an my ob-
servations from another sphere huve
gone, your prasent husband is a firet-
rate fellow. I like to think of hini as
my successor, And I intend to wee tnat
be has & fair deal from you, I trast
this visit from me has been a lesson to
ou, Hereafter, In your dealings with
im you will please be mo good as to
stand on your own merits, You will
kindly refrain from dragging me into
your arguments as an advocate on youg
side. My stock of patience is no greater
than 1t was before I became a mem
—remember that, I sincerely trust it
will not be neceasary for me to ad.
monish you personally a second time,
Because I warn you here and now that
next time I shall return under circum-
stances that will be mrst embarrassing
u:i you, Ilfnutt time fuere will lba.hnﬁ
privacy about my appearance; )
come to you in publie, You'll be a
talked-about woman, Evelyn. There'll
be pieces about you in tfe paper and
spiritualists and trance mediums ana
delvers into the occult—a meddlesome,
uosy lot, too, I Ihli add—will make
your life a b or you. Bo heve
a care, Evelyn

*'Sir. to you [ extend my best wishes,
T'm sorry we didn’t meet before. Ilut,
some of these days we'll make up for
lost time—when you join me on the

lane where I am at present residine.
ell I guess that will be about all
Oh, it you don't mind, I'l just dissle

te into air and float up the chimney—
t's more convenient.'” Out of n nnth.
ingness near the fireplace came a volce
rowing thinner and fainter: ‘‘Goods
¥, Baln, old chap, Good-by, Evelyn—
and don’'t forget.''

It was at this juncture that Mrs
Baln went off iInto a swoon, It alse
should be noted that even ms he sprang
to her side to revive her Mr. Bain wore
on his face a look of hushandly solicl-
tude and concern, but his feet twittered
in a dan easure
_ Personally, I do mot belleve 1n
ghosts, I assume, readers, that you do
not belleve In ghosts elther., But Mrs.
Bain does, and as for Mr, Bain he
too, firmly—and, as a bapplly marr
man he s every day renowing
strengthening his bellef in them.
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The Treasure Huns

E writer has lately looked over the
record of a remarkable treasure
bunt, made nearly thirty years ago.

A sea captain, a man of seventy, had
told a number of acquaintances that,
a8 a boy, he sailed on a vessel fn the
South Hems, and had seen deposited
many millions of dollars of trensure,
taken by pirates from vessels that were
bearing to Furope the gold taken from
the mines which a sbort time before
hud been found in Australla, .

He ot lust made o party of perhaps
fifteen men helieve hig story,

These men ruived money, bought a
schooner, und gent eight of their num-
ber with the old captain to discover
the treusure, which was supposed to be
on one of the wany islands in the Bouth
1'ucitic Beus,

——
HE trensure wan not  discovered.

The eaptain showed indientions of |
hiving Tost his mental balunes, gl wiis |
teken bk o the United States g Pris- ‘
um'l'.l he 6

And the fifteéen men, having lost thei
money und two years of t 4
went back to useful wnrll:. 1“‘“. Hine,

Th £t
us l:)l uug‘r: bunts end, The

| treasure hunt as this,

of Cap-

3

tain Kidd, for example, are about one

in a million. Yet the romance of treas:

ure hunting sets people seeking it anew

.n:::’d lhll;e«l otr four ”.il.l'l. w b:n l;.ﬂ;
orumen ort to a

of the hiding pm:ph (::nd.

EASURFE hunts make delightful

fiction tales, but that is all the part
they ought to play in the sensible bu-
man being's exi{stence,

Buch trensure aw {s certain to be
found usually lies in the unchurted but
restricted aren between his ears, &
(":.IDI':' kbe dug out by hard but unromantie

tere the chunces are nbout even, for
the treasure, in some amount or other
i there about half the time.

If it ixn't theve, the work of huntin
it will at least result in a better min
which is something,

—

NLY the student of puychology cad
gt much vomanee from such 8
Hut the seokef
who gets the freasure ean aflford to let
l!u“ruumur'a g0,
Enough of that to supply the wunt
of the most excitable ean be foun
the books that have bLeen written o
expeditions that went out after,
treasure—and never found it.
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